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in one case or thirst in the other is needed to justify its
consumption.
Let us push our fancy further :
We can imagine our squire as he sips his Port saying,
** Ah, I wish my old grandfather were alive now, he'd
know how to deal with these rascals who put barbed
wire in their fences/* or perhaps his hand shaking as he
puts down his glass and turns his face from the light,
" The last bottle I opened was the night poor Will left
for France ; oh God, if we could have him back here now."
But Will will never come back and the tragedy of civili-
zation is that those present know it, and know that there
is no room for doubt or question or for any comforting
ray of hope.
Not so primitive man, for with him it is about equal
odds, which of two absent members of the family circle
may be back first, the one who left on a journey three
months ago, or the one they buried in three pieces after
the last intertribal discussion about boundaries.
So that in a primitive community, where no one, if
he could help it, would be absent from a social gathering
and so lose his share in the meat, it would seem quite
natural to set aside a part of the feast for a relation, who
was absent from that party for the first time for many
years for the very good reason that he was dead, but
whose familiar appearance and characteristic gestures
remain a vivid picture in the minds of all present.
One is sorely tempted to follow this too easy line of
speculation. The share of the feast set aside at a family
gathering for the dead relation—for dead ancestors—for
the spirits of dead ancestors—for the spirit of the tribe—
for the tribal god, who is supposed imperceptibly to take
part in the feasts of the tribe as a pledge of communion
with them and sympathetic interest in their future welfare.
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